

    
        
          The Measure of Eternity

        

        
        
          zouhir merbah

        

        
          Published by zouhir merbah, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MEASURE OF ETERNITY

    

    
      First edition. August 20, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 zouhir merbah.

    

    
    
      Written by zouhir merbah.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Gleam of Glass and Gold

The Whisper in the Boardroom

A Kingdom of Sand

The Stripping of the Soul

The Weight of a Single Date

The First True Transaction

The Final Balance

Sign up for zouhir merbah's Mailing List

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Gleam of Glass and Gold

[image: ]


The city of Dubai was a testament to human ambition, a skyline of jagged crystal and polished steel that clawed at the heavens. From his corner office on the seventy-third floor, Yusuf Al-Rami could survey his kingdom. The Burj Khalifa pierced the clouds, a silver needle stitching the sky, while below, the arteries of the city pulsed with the steady flow of luxury cars. His world was one of quantifiable success, of stock portfolios that swelled with a satisfying digital hum and real estate ventures that turned sand into gold.

Yusuf adjusted the knot of his silk tie, the fabric a cool whisper against his skin. He was a man sculpted by this city—sharp, ambitious, and perpetually moving forward. His life was a carefully curated collection of achievements, each one a brick in the fortress of his identity. Yet, lately, a strange and unwelcome silence had begun to seep into the moments between his triumphs. It was a quiet so profound it felt like a presence, a void that all the noise of his success could not fill.

He was due at a gala that evening, a glittering affair where fortunes were flaunted and connections were forged. The prospect, which once would have thrilled him, now felt like a familiar and hollow ritual. He thought of the faces he would see, masks of polite interest and calculated smiles. They were all players in the same grand game, chasing a horizon that seemed to recede with every step they took toward it. The gleam of glass and gold that surrounded him had started to feel less like a comfort and more like a cage.

The encounter happened as he was leaving his office building, the cool, conditioned air giving way to the thick, humid embrace of the Dubai evening. A blind old man sat on a low stone bench near the entrance, a simple wooden staff resting between his knees. He was an anachronism, a relic from a forgotten time amidst the relentless modernity. Yusuf, caught in the current of his own importance, would have walked past without a second thought.

But the old man spoke, his voice not loud but possessed of a peculiar clarity that cut through the city’s din. “They say the angels once tried to measure Paradise,” he said, his sightless eyes turned vaguely in Yusuf’s direction. “A futile task, for how does one measure that which is infinite?” Yusuf paused, an involuntary halt in his purposeful stride. The words were strange, out of place, yet they snagged on something deep within him.

He found himself approaching the man, a curiosity overriding his usual impatience. “An interesting thought,” Yusuf said, his tone a mixture of condescension and intrigue. “But a story for children, surely.” The old man smiled, a slow, gentle curve of his lips. “Perhaps. Or perhaps it is a story for men who have forgotten they were once children. They say one angel flew for a thousand years and covered a distance that would make this world a grain of sand, only to find the journey had not even begun.”

Yusuf felt a prickle of unease, a sensation as foreign as the old man’s weathered face. The story was simple, absurd even, yet it painted a picture of such vastness that his own world, his meticulously constructed empire of wealth and influence, suddenly felt small and fragile. He looked from the old man’s tattered robes to the gleaming towers that surrounded them, and for the first time, he felt a dizzying sense of scale. The city he had conquered seemed to shrink before his eyes.

“What is your point?” Yusuf asked, his voice sharper than he intended. The old man’s smile did not falter. “The point, my son, is not in the measuring, but in understanding what is truly immeasurable. A single, sincere prayer from a humble heart can build a palace in that place that all the world’s gold could not buy. A tear of repentance can extinguish a fire that all the oceans of the earth could not quench. These are the things that cannot be weighed or counted, yet they are all that truly matter.”

He left the old man without another word, a strange disquiet settling over him. At the gala, he moved through the crowds with his usual practiced ease, his smile charming, his handshakes firm. He spoke of markets and mergers, of profits and projections, the familiar language of his world. But the old man’s words echoed in the back of his mind, a discordant note in the symphony of his success. The laughter around him sounded brittle, the clinking of glasses like a hollow chime.

Later that night, standing on the balcony of his penthouse, the city lights spread out beneath him like a carpet of fallen stars, Yusuf felt an acute and terrifying loneliness. He had everything a man could desire, a life that was the envy of many. But the story of the angels and their impossible task had planted a seed of doubt in his heart. He had spent his life measuring his worth in numbers, in assets, in the tangible proofs of his power. What if he had been using the wrong scale all along?

The thought was a crack in the foundation of his world. He tried to dismiss it, to bury it under the weight of his accomplishments. He was Yusuf Al-Rami, a titan of industry, a man who bent the world to his will. He was not one to be troubled by the ramblings of an old mystic. But as he looked out at the glittering, ephemeral city, he could not shake the feeling that he was standing on the edge of a vast, unseen reality, a realm where his earthly treasures were nothing more than dust.

The longing began then, a subtle ache in the core of his being. It was a longing for something he could not name, a truth that lay beyond the gleaming surfaces of his life. He felt like a traveler who had journeyed far only to realize he had been walking in the wrong direction. The fear was a cold knot in his stomach—the fear that he had sacrificed something precious for something worthless, that the eternity the old man spoke of was real, and that he was utterly unprepared for it.

His sleep that night was restless, filled with fragmented dreams of endless skies and palaces made of light. He saw angels with wings of pure energy, flying through galaxies of prayer and praise. He saw scales of immense size, weighing deeds as light as a whisper and as heavy as a mountain. He awoke in the pre-dawn darkness, his heart pounding, the scent of fear and wonder clinging to him like a shroud. The measure of eternity—the phrase returned to him, and he knew, with a certainty that chilled him to the bone, that his life would never be the same.
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The morning light that spilled into Yusuf’s penthouse was different. It had always been the herald of opportunity, a golden wash that illuminated his path to further conquest. Now, it felt like an interrogator’s lamp, exposing the hollowness of the opulent space around him. The Italian marble felt cold and indifferent beneath his feet, and the minimalist art on the walls seemed to mock him with its silent, abstract judgment. The city, viewed from his floor-to-ceiling windows, was no longer a kingdom but a vast, intricate machine, and he was just one of its many cogs.

He arrived at Al-Rami Holdings in a state of profound detachment. The greetings from his staff, usually a source of validation, were now just a series of pleasantries that failed to reach him. He walked through the bustling open-plan office, a sea of focused faces and clicking keyboards, and saw not a well-oiled engine of commerce, but a collection of souls, each one a universe of hopes and fears, all tethered to the relentless pursuit of profit. His own ambition, the very force that had propelled him to this height, now felt like a foreign and slightly foolish impulse.

The boardroom was his arena, a place where he had always been the undisputed gladiator. Today, however, as he sat at the head of the long obsidian table, he felt like a spectator at his own life. His partners, sharp men in sharper suits, laid out the final details of a multi-billion-dirham acquisition. They spoke of leverage, market disruption, and shareholder value—the vocabulary of his faith. But the words were just sounds, empty of their former power. The old man’s whisper about a single tear extinguishing a hellfire was louder than their confident projections.

His second-in-command, a shrewd and hungry man named Khalid, turned to him for the final approval. “Yusuf, with your sign-off, we can close by midday. It’s a masterful stroke. We will own the entire supply chain.” All eyes were on him, expecting the decisive nod, the predatory smile. Instead, Yusuf leaned back, his gaze drifting towards the window where a single hawk rode the thermals between the skyscrapers. He felt a pang of something akin to envy for the bird’s simple, untroubled existence.

“And what is the cost?” Yusuf asked, his voice quiet, almost meditative. Khalid blinked, confused. “The cost is nine-point-seven billion. A steal, as we’ve discussed.” Yusuf shook his head slowly. “No, Khalid. I don’t mean the price. I mean the cost. How many small businesses will we crush? How many families will be affected by the ‘restructuring’ that will inevitably follow? What is the weight of that on the scales?” The room fell into a stunned silence. This was not the language of their world.

The question hung in the air, heavy and unwelcome. His partners exchanged uneasy glances, searching for a sign that this was some strange negotiating tactic. But they saw only a deep, unsettling sincerity in Yusuf
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